A CASE OF SNAKE-BITE

arm's length, so that its head hung earthwards, he slid the
other hand gently from the tail downwards to its middle,
and then with a lightning movement grasped it again by
the back of the head, and so squeezed out its life. I handed
him over the customary dollar, but without the customary
joke, for I was much exercised lest the man should die and
the tragedy put an end to further hunting in these
mountains, and even prejudice my larger schemes.

Yet another party of local Mahra, Bait Shaitana - the
Devil's Family - suitably named, for they are of evil
repute, headed by their crippled Shaikh Labkhit, came to
see me. One of them wanted a drug against shortness of
breath dating from a bullet wound received in a raid. He
showed me where the bullet had entered and left his body,
clearly to the hurt of both lungs.

'Then have you any medicine for a useless leg ? The man
isn't here, he can't walk/

'Since when?' I asked.

'Since getting a bullet through the head/

'There isn't any remedy in the world that will help,' I
said, scenting paralysis.

'Al hamdu lillah rabb al alimin* (Glory to God, Lord of
the Two Worlds), said one, in a spirit of resignation, and
the four men looked disconsolately at one another, but I
felt myself being judged. Either I was too niggardly to
help them, or I lacked the magic or skill which they had
believed me to possess. I gave them some dates and sent
them away with promises of reward if they could bring me
a badger, most difficult of all specimens to collect.

After dark the shaikh and his four sons came over to my
tree and entertained me with their mountain songs in
Shahari, while the carcass of a coney I had shot that day
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